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The  big  boat  then  took  us  to  Capri  where  we  lunched  out  of  doors  in 
a  little  pergola  effect  that  was  delightful.  While  we  were  eating  the  coral 
vendors  came  up  and  we  made  our  little  purchases.  Then  we  were  driven 
up  the  most  remarkable  cliff  drive.  It  was  beautiful  to  look  out  across  the  blue 
and  green  of  that  bay,  to  see  Vesuvius  beyond  and  to  feel  ourselves  climbing 
regular  Alpine  heights  at  the  same  time. 

Returning  to  Capri  the  boat  then  transferred  us  bodily  to  Naples  -  it 
was  a  long  sail  and  an  interesting  one.  We  could  plainly  see  Marion  Crawford's 
villa  as  we  neared  the  Sorrento  shore.  Sorrento  for  me  !  Hope  the  time  will  come 
when  we  can  go  there  and  stay  there  for  some  time.  The  tugboat  did  not  go 
directly  into  Naples  dock  -  we  went  ashore  in  small  rowboats  and  the  man  who 
rowed  us  in  had  a  fit  because  there  were  three  women  who  would  not  pay  until 
they  got  ashore  and  he  balked, just  plainly  struck.  He  dropped  his  oars,  folded 
his  arms  and  shrieked  in  several  varieties  of  Neapolitan  Italian.  There  we  were 
drifting  about  and  that  miserable  'hold  up'  wanted  the  money  before  he  would  pick 
up  his  oars.  I  roared  it  was  so  funny  -  a  regular  coal  mine  striker.  He  finally 
gave  in  and  we  got  ashore  and  then  he  received  his  pay,  likewise  his  "Macaroni" 
(that  is  what  they  call  a  tip,  that  our  "pourboil").  We  were  driven  right  back  to 
Hotel  Bnttanique  which  place  seemed  quite  like  home.  Had  such  an  interesting 
experience  this  evening  with  a  tiny  Italian  baby.  We  were  walking  up  the  street 
and  were  suddenly  astonished  to  hear  "How  do  you  do,  speak  English  ?  "  issuing 
from  a  casement  window. 


Upon  examination  we  found  that  this  double  question  came  from  an  adorable 
little  better  class  Neapolitan.  She  could  say  no  more  English  but  how 
demonstrative  she  was  in  her  own  native  way  -  such  temperament  !  She  sang 
and  acted  for  us  and  we  all  wanted  to  snitch  her  away  from  her  people. 


